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Lil liked her, too, and we both though 
white, ±ka like the Saanen she was supposed to be 
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liked to be scratched. -Soon she was asking for 
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Bill 



. gentle, and she 



nor attentions, and 



we came to enjoy indulging her. 

The fall and winter passed with but a single, unusual event in the 



goat 'department. The morning after Hallowe’en I 



young billygoat 



keeping her company. Obviously he had been some one 



aediately I though 






of Edgar Burdette; out local butcher, well known 



j list in goat meat- 






©oops5 lamb, that is* He was also well known for pasturing his stock on the 



pike, in other peoples gardens end wherever it had a e hence to wander.' I .recall 



our first winter in the country, which we spent with my mother-in-law. Her home 
was ohly a eouple of hundred feet from Edgars, lightly I’d see a scrawny Jersey 



eow and a goat on undistinguishsble breeding nibbling' their way accross Mean’s 



land on their nightly tour of the town; They were, as. everyone knew, Edgar’s. 



When he needed their meat he' d capture and slaughter them. Until' theia hhf y ran 
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up no feed bill. 

So I immediately reported our visitor to Edgar, who immediately denied 

ownership. When I pressed him he said simply, "Okay, so the billy’s mine. How 
she’s yours." 

That meant another trip to Frederick and another tie-out chain. My 

unhired force was doubled, and it took but little extra time to move the second 

goat. I need only be careful to keep them fer enough apart so the chains’s 
didn't tangle* 

Late in February orearly in march Gladys Carlton, aimeighbor, asked if she 
mi^it borrow a goat for a whiie to eat up some honeysuckle at her place. I walked 
Buttsey over and she was delighted with the density of the Cailton’ s gwowth. It 
was a long row, thick and high. She could eat for a day ithout having to lo 
move an inch. 

March 15th., income tax day, just as we were getting ready to leave fbr 

an evening in Washington, Gladys informed us she thought fir® \ttsey was a 
little Mres-te d-. 

"Be OTer look at her in the morning," I said as we drove off. 

The ne xt morning there was no goat to be seen. 
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"Where is she?" I asked G lsdys. "Did she slip her collar" 
"Look in the hern," die told me. "In the first horse stall." 



ZXJCLMX As I approached, I could hear Buttsey bleating, sometimes, it seemed 
with a fl falsetto echo. 

Although I should have huessed it from the way Gladys had looked the s 
evening before and a few seconds earlier, I didn't. I was astounded on entering 



the ba rn to find Buttsey with a newborn kidl Baffled, too, for I had been careful 



to prevent the tangling of the chains and had always kept the young Billy at a 
safe distance. How Buttsey got bred was a complete mystery. 



After talking with her for a while and fooling with her kid I went back 
the Gladys' house and expressed my mystification. She got out a gestation table 
and we figured backwards. I should have named that kid Hallowe'en but I didn’t* 
He was "Playboy", for a real playboy he was. 




